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““IHE CLOCK ( IN THE BAR.

Y GEORGE JOJINSON,

wTirk—tick "—=the Wirelong day,
Weut the old bram clock in the bar—

v Tick—tickh "—ticking nway,
I stoed "mid the bottles theee,

wians's the seewe,” quoth the ol tine pince,
wiif debassh 1 have witnesed hers,

As ['ve posnied the hosrs on my disl face—
Tickizg from year to year!

s Whers in that, onee, jovial erowd,
That meet bers every day,

Drisking, carvusing, and singing slowd 1"
Kaits (e eclir: *Where are they?™

v warned them g the po 4
Nyt ibey breded not what | said—

They merbed not my time, 8 the cop they nuaffed—
T-.w't Jember now with the dead!

wThek=tick—bere bave 1 utomd,
Tecking from year to yesar;
Aad tales of woe conld tell if ] would,
Which had their otigin heve,
Hushamd 2od Liather, father and son,
v menienly warasd of their dowm;
I've seen Tull maoy & favered one,
Ga fowa to the drooksnd’s tomb!

w411 the duy Iong, allthe night Jong,
From wy place 'mid the bottins bere,

1've beard the garrolons taik amid song
U the drarkands, from year to vear.

Little the revellery thonzld bow fast
Their sands were ebhbing away,

Ar Liodd of boues, of days tlst pasied,
Asd prosed forever and aye!

wTick —tiek —full many n time,
As 've ticked fram yoar ta yoze,
I've thanzbit haw stranese 1t was in him—
My oumer, to place me here.
Voo, stranze that 1, who tefl the time,
And mark ench feeting beeath,
Shoelid strrtle the sar of man with my chime,
Whilst quaffing the *liguid denth?

nYet, heve | stand, ticking away,
With ihe prenilens gathered nronsd;

Huatly | warn then every day,
Hst they heed not, bear not the sonnil,

When the Arzel dhall ery: *Time shall cease’
s the Rescrtrotion morning—

Tt late, thes Il think of the ol time-pieee,

Seleet . Tale.
—
BUTCHER OF NOTRE DAME:
—0OR,—

THE JESUIT FIEND OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW.

ATALEOF THETIMEOF CHHARLES
IX., OF FRANCE.

BY SYNUS, THE PILGRIM.

(cosmixven. )
CIIAPTER XVII.
THE FIEXD OF ROME 18 LoosE. *'KiLL! KiLu!”

The result of Philip 4" Artoy’s im-
prisonment, snid sul:mlucnt exper ience in
the Holy lugnisition, was a ft of severe
vickness, but by the kind care of the
butcher, and the skill of a physician
whom Simen provided, the malady was
confined to simple fever, and ere long the
Young noble was able to be about. He
hal learned the fate of Adele, but much
t-f_ the sorrow which he would have other-
wise experienced, was removed by the as-
surnnee of Simon Vendel that he would
£ee that the fair girl was not harmed.

“I have the power,” said he, *and 1
will pledge my word that while I live she
shall not be injured by Malgrida. But
It liet remain now, for it will be better
1ot 1o raise opposition, natil you are able
to take ber under your own charge.”

And o Philip tried to make himself
contented, aud he succeeded as well as
could have been expected, thongh no man
could bave been farther from being hap-
77 than was he. He still romained in
the honse where he had first been bronght
from the Inguisition, and nearly every
day had the butcher been to ses him.

Une day the Count had felt stronger
than nsual, and all the afternoon, had he

een longing for the fresh air and a ram-
'.‘:'e m the open street. But he had not

‘el to venture out. The day wore

away, and the night set in calm and
Peacelul.  The sun went down—the soft
shades of twilight followed, and as the
duknsss of night began to gather over
the great city, Philip felt an unusual
“eght of gloom settling down upon his
Prits, It wasa strange, nnacconntable
;—’“mwn. and it moved him to dark and

opeless thonghts. He was alone in the
l““:!'- and he went to the window and
1?; =l out npon the desky buildings.
h “d his eyes wandered off to the heav-
:‘. where the stars were glittering, and
s at certain points, light, fleecy
Phl" 'S were sailing over the city. While

ilip gazed, he thought the starry csn-
°PY grew dark and gloomy. The stars
Sexmed to grow dim, as though they were
arning their twinkling gaze awsy from
e Perhaps this was only in the
1',“"‘”* S mind—he may have only drawn
‘Wlt'ht;)ngh.: from his own gloom-laden
be hod :;t:ti:ppurad to him as though|

He stood thns at his windqw, gazing

°% upon the darkening heavens, when &
:{:::_ck. Lieavy footfall sounded upon the
“:'5- *0d in a moment more, the door
[hm?““!do and the Butcher of Notre
aasic Enltemd He came in haste, as the

e n; ook upen his countenance show-
bundly, ™ 8 band be carried a snug

speaking in
you are able to walk

Ll
n:‘""-_counl." ho said,
ot 92 [uick Lones, «

- ————

" | er had Jeft.

“Yes,” returned Philip, not a
sarprised at Simon’s manner,

“Well. Now, I think you'll have nse
for your legs, for you've got to take the
street. Our door in the cellar below I
cannot open from this side. Here is a
disguise for you. On with it, and be
prepared, snd I will send one to yon who
will lead you to a place of safety.”

“But ihat is it, good Simon? What
has happened ?” the Coant asked, in ner-
vous anxiety.

“Ah, the blow we have =0 long expec-
ted, is about to be struck., I dreamed
not it was coming so soon. Only half
an hour ago did I mistrust that the blood-
fiend was to be set loose to-night.””

“To-night ! T'he Hood fiend ' itera.
ted Philip, trembling.

“Aye—the Romish honnds smell the
Christisn blood, and they are on the
track. I do believe that the arm is rais-
ed, even mow. If the blow does come,
you will not be safe here, for the tne Per-

little

they will all be searched.

I will send a man who shall conduet you
salely.
will most assaredly prove faithful.
cannot stop now.”

“But, Adele St. Anlpay—"'

“She is in the Louvre.”

“In the hands of the Qneen 7

“Fear not for her. Yonu shall see her
anon, for to the Louvre youshall go at
once,”

“To the Lonvre!” uttered Philip, start-
ing with astonixhment.

“Yes—but I cannot stop, now. DBe
quick, and your condnetor will be here
anon. He will answer you more. Fare
well. Keep np a stout leart, aud you
shall be safe,”

As the butcher thus spoke, he turned,
and quickly strode from the apartmnent.
Philip would have asked many questions
of him, but the opportunity was gone,
It was some time before the Connt
conld sufficiently collect his thoughts to
tarn his attention t& the orders the bntch-
The words which had been
spoken, still rang strangely in his cars,
and an hundred wagne snrmises floated
before his imagination. At length, how-
over, he openod the bundle, and in it he
found the dark habit of a Capnchin friar.
He did not hestate long, but quickly re-
moving such of his clothing ns was nec-
essary, he put on the monkish dress. e
had fastenad the coarse robe abont kis
loins, and was just lashing the rongh san-
dals ta his feet, when his door was again
opened, and the old Beneldictine, Aymar,
entered, and behind him eame unother
man habited in the gerb of a Capuchin,
The Connt finished his sandals, and then
gazed upon the old man. That white
beard seemed to flow more solemnly over
the breast, and npon the brow sat a shade
of gloom. DBut those strange, dark eyes
looked the same ss ever, nor could the
Count express the sensation of strange,
vague snspicion that came creeping over
him as he focnd those eyes beaming npon
him. It was a shapeless snspicion—
withont form or substance—but yet it
found & home in the yonng noble's soul,
nor could he drive it out.

“Count d' Artoy,” spoke the old man,
while he leaned heavily npon his staff, ]
have coms to conduct you to a place of
safety. I suppose Simon Vendel has in-
formed you that some one would come
for you."

“Yes,” retarned Philip, gazing hard
into the face of the aged Denedictine.
“Then, we need no further prelimina-
rics. Here is a friend who will accom-
pany us.”

At this remark, the individcal who
had followed Aymar into the room, came
forward. The dark cowl was drawn up
over his head so as to effectoally conceal
his features, and in his hand he carried &
lantern, the lamp of which was already
lighted. =

“Qount Phillip,”” he said, in tones
which were not to be mistaken. * Youn
won't fear to trust me.

“What I cried d' Artoy, starting for-
ward, and extending his band ; “Good
Michael Girard ! ¢
“Yes, my master—your own faithful
Michael.” L
“But where have you been? Where—
“I"ll tell you all abont it, when we
have more time. Wait, now.”
“Coms,” said Aymar, **we must be on
the move. I found Michael searching for
you, and T brought him hither,”” he con-
tinned, tarning to the Count, “and mow
I think he will serve us both. Do not
wonder that I sssist yon in escaping the
slaoghter which I know is coming, nor
shall you fear me because I appear in the
garb of the grest Harlot. What I do, I
do in love for Adele St. Anluay. Let
that suffice for the present.” >

As the old man ceased speaking, Phil-
ip gazed into his face for some moments,
in silence ; butlllenglhlnmd:_

«Father, answer me one question :—
Have we not met before 2"

+Yes—at the House of one Pierre La-
font.”

“Aye—I know that, of course; but
bad we not met before that 2 continned
Philip, with much earnestness.

«We had.”” answered Aymar.

“So I felt assured. And now answer
me onco more: Where did we meet ¥’

The old man hesitated s moment, and
then he replied :

"You':gw excuse me, but T will not
answer your question mow. If we both
outlive the blow that is coming, you shall
know all—""

The Benedictine stopped, for at that

1

tones of the great bell of Notre Dame.
The iron tongne Enn.led forth its notes
nron Ehe night, like a voice from some
alarming spirit of the upper world, and
the voice was echoed far and wide over
the half-sleeping city.

“Do you hear that P’ uttered Aymar,
starting, and grasping his stout staff with
a firmer grip.

“Aye—I hear it,"”’ answered Philip.
““What means it 7'

“Hark! There are other soands.”

Aye—hark ! ve children of the doom-
el race. Hark ! ye mon and women who
believe in the pure religion of the Risen
Lord. Hark ! ye waking thonsands who
hear those mystic tones, for ye hear the

of Rome—hark to another voice that

the Church of Blonl, and lear the voice

Do not fear to trust him, for he

that speaks through ages of martyrdom

ty. to tell a Llinded world Low black
with erime the Roman Harlot is!

Hark ! The knell is still sounding, |rie, the scene bacame horrible beyoud all | those who were under the earth.

and the brazen voice calls up the murderes
and the victim.

Hark !
breaks above the voice of the bell !
that frantic prayer that goes np from the
motlier and the father!  Hear those groans
and agonizing cries !

‘limk !  Hear that other voice.
erics—

“Ki!

It

Knu!" It is the voies of the

2 -

“Cireat God!”’ attered Philip 4" Artoy,
starting back and tarning pale, *do you
hear those shouts and cries 7

“Aye,” retnrned Aymar, shnddering ;
“1 hear them plainly enough. But come,
we mnst go now. De firm, and fear not.
Follow me, and in all you do, be sure
that no look or movement betrays yon.
Remember, it is now either life or death!"

As Ayvmar thus spoke, he led the way
down the stairs, and Michael waited for
his master to follow next. Philip drew
the cowl over his haad, and having atter-
ed a silent prayer for himself and all who
might be in danger, he started after the
Benedictine.  When they reached the
street, the Count started back in affvight,
and even Aymar hesitated. Lights were |
flashing in all directions, and the yells of |
the demoniac Catholics, as they rushed
to the slanghter of their defenceless vie-
tims, was horrible in the extreme.

“Kill! Kil!* was the cry. “*Death
to every Huguenot in the Kingdom !"

“Kil! Kl shoutel Michael, with
all his might, as a party of armed Catho-
lics passad the spot where they stood.

*On to the Pont Notre Dame,’” shont-
ed Aymar, raising his stalf. *The Huo-
guenots are congregated thickly there.”

“You will find them everywhere,” said
a fellow who passed at that moment.
“Rill ! kit I

Aymar made no reply, bat seizing
Philip by the arm, he hnrried on towards
the river by the Rae Galande.

“Deware !"" he whispered. *“Remem-
ber that onr lives depend npon your firm-
ness.  De not afraid. Steel your heart,
and be prepared to see snch scencs as even
devils never dreamed of.”

The Count knew how much depended
npon him, and he resolved that he would
niot betray himself. At first, it appeared
that all who met him, must know him 3
but, after having wet a nomber whom he |
knew well, withont being himself recog- |
nized, he began to feel more safe uuder
his disguise, and he walked ¢n with more
firmness.

At length, the party reached the bridge
of Notre Dame, and here they were forced
to stop and lean sgainst the parapet for
some minutes, to bear up against the tor-
rent of human beings that came sweeping
down upon them. The air was flled
with the yells of the demon Romanists
and the shrieks and groans of the dying
Protestants. Philip wonld have closed
his eyes upon the terrible, revolting scene,
but he had to keep them open for his own
safety. While he stood there by the par-
apet of the bridge, a dozen women, each
with & child in her arms, came fleeing
past him, erying for mercy. They were
in their night clothes, and tleir long hair
streamed wildly in the wind. Qur hero
saw them pass—he counld sce even the
looks of terror that dwelt upon their conn-
tenances, and he was jost wondering if
ench as they were to be killed; but he had
not mueh time for reflection, for at that
moment & Romish priest, followed by
some half dozen fiendish men of his own
cloth, came rushing past, yelling after the
flesing mothers. The priest in
his hand a flsming torch, and in his
right was a sword recking with gore.—
Philip could not take his eyes from the
He saw the women tarn, snd two
of them sank upon their knees. They
prayed for mercy, but they prayed in
vain, for while the words of prayer yet
trembled upon their lips, the assassins’
knites were plunged to their hearts | —
Then the others—those who had not
stopped to kneel—clasped their infants
more closely to their persons, and rushed
on; but their steps on earth were num-

- - *

knall ! Hark ! ye followers of the Pope|
| “ Gl ! K™  Death to every Protes-|and Gold knows that Gregory XIIL, of |
eries to you from the Judgment Seat of famf /" was the ery; and while that fearful | Rome, is a morderer and a villain
God! Oh! hark! all ye that look upon |shont rang ont ti'pon the night air, om-:

Hear that will shriek that |
Iear | night clothes, and close upon them rushed

i

demon, for the death-hounds are loose! |

{lantern, and the others guickly followed.

bered—a faw more paces, and the demons

n
t'l;f;!g:k down beneath the knife-stroke:
of the Catholic butchers. And yet ko
continned to gaze, all heart-sick as he

as—and he saw the eading of the scene | :
a3 He saw the bellish, et lantern, and having lighted

more horrible still.

brutish R3man fends seize the helpless | morespoke

moment, the air was awoke by the deep

infants, aod dash their heads upon the'and then moved away, and ere many mo-

them, and then Philip saw |

stone parapet—aud hegipard them lavgh
at their terrible, ghastly work !

“Oh, God I" Lo gasped, as be clasped
his hands in agony.

v—sh I"” whispered Aymar, seizing
bim quickly by the arm.
you will betray us.”

*And can these be oia?"* Count Phil-
ip murmured, gazing ly into the old
man’s face, “Can thess be children of
Glod, or has some hellish fiend come npon
earth and made devils to wear the buman
shape! Ok, God !’

“Beware, Connt, or you will sarely
betray us "

“Then let us mave on," gasped Philip,
trembling at every jnint. **Oh, God ! 1
cannot bear this ! My heart will break !

party moved on.
Ever and anon Michael swung his lan-

and tortare—tha voice of woe and an-|tern aloft, and repeated the cry of the | woman's voice,
du has many Protestant houses on it, and | guish, of wailing anl of weeping, of cry- | butchering Catholics, and in this manner, | that.  Marey !
But fear not. | ing mercy, and of shrieking agony—the | ha contrived to draw attention away from |
Dress yourself as soon as possible, and | voice of millions who speak from eterni- | his young master.

As our thres friends erossed the bridge |
and entered upon the Quai de la Megisse- |

description. The way was fillad with poor,
fleeing wretches, who had leaped from
fhoir beds and taken to the streats in their

the murderers, all coverad with blood,
and yelling forth the slanghter-cry of
“Kill! Kill!”" The way was already
heginning to be strewn with the bodies of
the slain, and from the high windows,
women and chililren were hurled all dead
and manglal npon the reeking pavement,
and the music of the scene still continned
—that same ery of the Pope's followers:
“Kill ! Kiil I

“Aymar,” gasped the Connt {" Artoy,
“I cannot stand this. Great (Fod of mer-
oy, it is too dreadful ! %ead me some-
where away from the scepe !

“Alas, my son, it is all over the city
alike. Iark! do yon not hear that same
cry from all about you ?*

“Yes—but thers must be some place of
refuge—some of the secret passages must
be—""

“*—sh I'" nttered the old Denedictine.
“We are almost at onr journey's end.
Carefully, now, IHere—this way.”

“Stop—who isthis 7" eried Philip, as
he saw a gray-haired corpse upon the
side-walk.

“Ha approacheld, and tarned the body
up, snd the rays of Michael's lantern fell
npon the face. Philip knew the features
well, It was the brave old Admiral of
France, Gaspard de Coligny.

“(h 1" ejaculated the Connt, while the
big tears trickled down his pale cheeks,
“and this is the end of the best man
France ever knew. If they could not let
thee live, then who shall be left to tell the
story of this bloody night "

Come, Come,” urged Aymar, scizing
Philip again by the arm. “In here, and
in a few moments we shall bLe safe from
all harm.”

Philip 4" Artoy looked once more nupon
the blood-stained face of Coligny, and
then, with a deep groan, he followed on
after the Benedictine, Michael Girard all
the whileswinging his lantemn, and yelling
forth the Catholic ery of “Kill! Kill !

It was a narrow passage into which
Aymar had turned, leading np towards
the Place d' Lonvre, and at a short dis-
tance np, they came to a bnilling, the
door of which was open, and about which
were some half dozen Lloody corpses.
In the chambers conld be heard the sound
of woices in greans and imprecations,
but the hall was clear, and the Denedic-
tine hurried through.

*Bimon Vendel pointed ont this place
to me,” he said, as he led the way to the
rear apartments, “‘and if I have not for-
gotten his instractions, we shall soon be
safe.”

When they reached the back part of
the building, the ol! man listened a single
moment to assnre himself that he was not
watchad, and then ha opened a door which
revealed a flight of steps leading down to
the cellar. Michael went ahead with his

At one corner of the cellar there was a
brick arch half full of rabbish, and in
the back part of this, the old man fouad
another of those secret doors. He opened
it after a few moments of trial, and when
all had passed through, he shut it again
as before. They were now in just such a
passage as Philip had been in before, save
that the arch was lower—so much so that
it was necessary to stoop a little in order
to move alonz. i

Tn a few minates they reachedl a point
where there were three branches, and here
the Benedictine stopped. .

“Now, Philip d* Artoy,” he said, “I
must leave you and Michael here together.
Michael has food and water enough to
last you eight-and-forty hours at least,
and you will not suffer. Bat I do not
think I shall be gone so long—perhaps
only a few hours. If you see any people
in the passage, you need not be alarmed,
for Simon Vendel has admitted quite a
number into them, and they may some of
them wander this way., You will remain
here until the Butcher of Notre Dame or
myself returns here for you.”

«Yes,"” answered Philip, I will stay
anywhere, so that I escape the viewing of
more of those terrible scenes I have this
night witnessed. Yon will find us here
when yon retarn.” g

Aymar reached his hand beneath his
smple robe, and drew forth a small pock-
it, he once
a word of counsel to the Count,

“Powara ! or|

ments he was lost in the distant wind-
ings of the passage.

Philip 4" Artoy =at down unpon the
eold flagging stones, and bowed his head
upon his hands. From the earth above
bim still came the dreadful notes of the
massacre, and the shrieks and groans of
the dying martyrs were heard in wild,
discordant tones,

“Oh ! Michael, this is dreadful I"* he

| groaned, as he shook with the memory of |

what he had seen.

o]t is,” returnel the varlet. *And
{yet,” he added, it is all dona in the
name of religion and the Holy Pope of
Rome."

“l know it; but the religion which
| gave birth to this is the religion of Satan,

“Hark "* said Michasl. *Good Hea-

vens! Did yon hear that shriek? It
was right over our heads. That was a|
And bear that—aad

what work is this !"

“Stop, Michael ; say no more; for my
beart is overburdened mow. God have
merey for his children to night !

And still that ery was heard, even by
It was
the song of the Church of Rome, and it
was sung by her minions, while they did
their fiendish, bloody work :

e, ! Ken 1

[To Be COSTINUED. |

liscellaneons.

WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE!

BY GEORGE I'. MORRIZ.

Wandman, spure that tree!
Touch pot & ringle bough*

In youth it shelered-me,
And ' protect it aow,

It was pay father’s hand,
That pleced i1 mear bas ent;

There, weodaina, let it wand;
Thy asze shall hzim it not!

That ald Cimilise tpem,
Whose glory 20d renown
Are sprend o'er land and vea—
And woalla thos hew it dows?
Weedmas, forhesr thy strake!
C=t not its essthdonnd ties!
O, spare that aged ask,
Neow towuring to the skies!

When hat an iille boy,
¥ sngie ivs gratelnl shade;
In sl their gasking jov,
Here, too, my sisters played;
My mother Klasod mea here,
My futhor pressed my hand:
Facziv
Bat et that old oak stamd!

o this foulish teas—

My hoart-strings ‘round thee eling,
Close = thy bark, old friend!
Here shall Use wikl winds sing,
And still thy brancles bend.
Ol tree! the stogm atill brave!
And, wooldmzan, leave the spot!
While I've = hand 1o save,
Thy sxe skall hurm it not!

Extiexne Foornarpisess, — Blondin,
the foolhardy Frenchman, is still at Ni-
agara. On Tuesday last he erossed his
tight rope, walking backwards. Te
stapped when about one-third of the way
out, and sat down to rest for a few mo-
ments, when he asain started,  After ar-
riving midway across, he stopped again,
sat down, and signaled the little steamer,
Maid of the Mist, which came direetly
under where he sat.  Captain Travis, the
grest pistol shot, was aboard the steamer,
according to an agreement, and Blondin
held out Lis hat and allowed him to per-
forate it wit a bullet from the deck of the
vessal, Tlethen lowered the hat, with an
empty bottle, by a cond to the boat, and
agaiu proceedod onward. When within
about three handred feet of the Canada
shora, ho laid down upon the rope per-
fectly straight, with his balance pole
across his breast. After a moment's rest,
he rose and started again, arriving safely
on the Canada shore, having been twenty-
seven minates going across.

In about twenty minutes he appeared
from his dressing room, tumbling aboat
like & monkey, dressed in the character of
Jocko, the Drazilian ape. He soon started
with a wheel-barrow for the American
side, the barrow being fastened by the
handles to & belt which he wore around
his waist, carrying his balance pole in his
hands. ‘The wheel of the barrow hal a
fange on each side to prevent ils coming
off the rope. He stopped thres times on
his journey to rest, but conld notsit down,
owing to the barrow being so fagtened to
his waist. The time he occupied in go-
ing back was thirty-one minates.—St.
Louis Democrat.

A Panatrer —The Paris correspond-
ent of the London Globe writes :

At the last struggle between Austria
and France, half a century ago, the names
of the dramatis pe-sone, who performed
on the European boards, tally so won-
derfully with the corps dramatigne dis-
played to the public view when the cur-
tain rose agnin on the revival of the same
play, in 1850, that the bill of the enter-
tainment needs no slteration :

"Drax. Pras., 1510. Daax. Peas., 1859,

Alexander I., Czar. Alexander I1.
Fred. Wm. 1., King Prossia. Fred. Wm. IL

Franz 1., Kalser. Franz Jos. 11.
Loy

J 14 ista. *
Viet. Emanuel L, Savoyand. Viet. Emanuel.
Ferdinand 1., Lazzarone, Ferdinand 11.

Vivar Vicrozta Recixa.

We are hearing just now s great deal
about **mobilized” armies in Europe.
This un-English word simply weans,
soldicrs getting ready to march.

A National Party in New York—Their
Objects.
A correspondent of the Richmond
Whig, writing from New York, says :
1 attended, last evening, & mesting of
some most devoted men, who are eager
for conquest nnder the new party—

position Party.”

| Americans, who have sat in the National

as well as State Conncils of the old

disgusted with their old association, and

come out and war to the knife for the new
party, and whoever may be its chief—
There were dissatisfied Democrats, who
are willing and anxions to join a purer
party — a conservative order party —a
party that will anite, and earry the Union
candidate into power in November, 1860,
as no eandidate was ever voted for before.
There was a door-keeper at the door of
the Jarge hall, in which the meeting was
held. All invited, had cards—a plain,
white eard, with bat one word on it writ-
ten. It was

“RECOP.”

I asked the person who handed 1t to
me, ils meaning.
that at the meeting.” 1 showed * my
card *’ to the door-keeper. Ile bowed,
opened the door, but refused the card.
“Pass in, sir, and keep your card” 1
did so, and was greeted by many familiar
faces.

I never saw more defermined men in
any body of men. There was no noise,
no excitement, but there was in every

| countenance a look of determined purpose.

I am not at liberty to relate what occur-
red from 8 to 11 o’clock, when the mest-
ing adjourned. Eunough to say, that all
was harmouy, compromise, unselfishness,
Not a man in that erowd, I am sure,
carcd a straw for any particnlar man for
the Dresidency, for their chiel. If they
had any such proferences, they had sol-
emnly made up their minds to saerifice
thens upon the altar of patriotic compro-
mise, and whether Gen. Seott, W. C.
Rives, W. C. I’reston, John J. Critten-
den, Robert C. Winthrop, John M. Bot1s,
Rufus Choate, Sam. Houston, Jere. Clo-
mens, George Law, Edward Dates, W,
L. Goggin, Washington Hunt, John Bell,
Edward Everett, Millard Fillmore, John
P'. Kennedy or Hamilton Fish should re-
ceive the nomination next May for Pres-
ident and Vice I’resideat, to make but
one reservation—that the candidates so
selected should be sworn foes to Demoe-
racy and Black Republican Abolitionism.

This is the true doctrine, Such har-
mony, moderation and patriotism will
sweep the candidates into power on the
topmost wave of the popular vote. Be-
fore the mesting adjourned I asked an
old grey-headed veteran the meaning of
the word on my card. He smiled, and
pointed to a banner at ono end of the
room. It read, **Netional, Union, Con-
servative, Opposition Party.”” The first
letter of each word is on your card of ad-
mission—and, sir, you will find it a pass-
waord into every political meeting in the
United States, South or North, except
where Demoerats or Abolition Black Re-
publicans meet. There was no secrecy,save
what was prodent and judicious for men
acting as leaders in a great national move-
ment. Iobert C. Winthrop’s letter was
real, and informally commented upoa.
So was a leacing article in your paper,
and a discussion was had on the proprie-
ty of disseminating it all over the Union.
No one tulked about detail subjects of the
canvass. ‘Tney all drove at one point—
unton, North and Sonth—good chiefsi—
and to elect them and squabble after-
wanl!s. if any sqnuabbling was to be done
at all,

IxtenesTiva Discrostnes—A  Pexi-
TexT AT THE Coxressionan.—James W,
Lind, late editor of the Henderson ( alin-
nesota) Democrat, announces, in a late
number of that paper, his retirement from
the editorial chair, and his renounciation
of Democracy. Here are his reasons for
the step :

“I have, also, to acknowledge a change
of sentiment, which is an wdiditionsl rea-
son for my retiring from this paper. 1
have tried the Democratic party of Min-
pesota, and found it waating. Its lead-
ers 1 have found corrupt and umscrupu-
ious, and its enunciatad principles, things
made to read, but not to follow. From
conversstion this Spring with many of
the leaders of the pasty, both here snd in
other portions of the State, I became con-
vinced that their hopes of success in the
coming Fall campaign, wers entirely
based npon antic}irned bogns returns
from Renville, Marray, Cottonwood,
Pipestone, Pembins, and other out-of-
the-way Counties ! and 1 was not, there-
fore, surprised, on a late visit to St. Paul,
to hear this broached to me and unblush-
ingly anticipated, by Demoecrats high in
g.tsﬂi oﬂiml.: The ]’)o‘llution of the bal-
lot-box seems, in their opinion, to be s
legitimate road to success."

Wox'r Sorrort Hix Usper Asy Ci-
coustasces.—A Democratic City Con-
vention at Vieksburg, the other day, after
nominating a candidate for the Legisla-
ture, adopted a resolution unanimously,
declaring that they would not nspon
Stephen A. Douglas for the Presidency
onder any circumstances. They resolved
that he is a traitor to the Demoeratic

“The National, Union, Conservative, Op-
The meetinz was informal, and the f“,““* A ,
| members were of different stamps. There joice that slave-ocracy is on the wane in

were Oll-Line Whigs, who grew grey in| ¥ ginia, aud that so |
the service of Henry Clay—there were| ber

American party—there were men who -
edit and control Black Republican papers, the State, and was the ardent advoeate,

ready as * Conaervative Republicans ™ lo|

ITe replied, ** Learn |

Abolition Victory in the South.
The following curious specimens of
political literature, we publish as we find
them in & Virginia excﬁ.mge :
_ The telegraph informs us of the elec-
tion of a Virgmnia Abolitionist to the of-
fice of Chief Magistrate of the OM Do-
minion. Wae were not prepared for such
chming news. His majority may be
ut we have abundant cause to re-

s portion of
ople are imbued with the priciples
of the early, and the best, and purest
Statesmen, The Governor elect lives
'among the Scoleh-Irish in the heart of
a few years ago, of the abolition of Sla-
very in Western Virginia.— Boston Lib-
| erator, May 390, 1859.
| It fills us with joy to report the elec-
tion of & Democratic Free Soiler to the
| important office of Governor of Virginia.
It justifies the policy we have sastained,
| of refusing to join the Abolitionists in’
invading the institutions of the Southern
l:‘.‘tates. With no agency of oars, the
black wave is receding to the Soath.
| Mr. Latcher was an alvocate of emanci-
| pation in Western Virginia some 10 or
12 years ago, and though driven by ap-
parent policy to palter to Eastern Vir-
giuia, it is well known that he cherishes
his earlier opinions, and will be enconr-
uged by his election to resuma them at an
appropriate season. His Democratic
Free Soil brethren at the North hail this
victory with unalloyed pleasure.— New'
York Evening Post, May 50, 1859.
We have handly believed the tel
which reports the election of Jbohn' Let-
cher, the Abolitionist of the Valley of
Virginia. It confirms the opinion wa’
have often expressed, that Virginia was
unsound on the subject of slavery on the’
North of the Jumes River and West of
the Blue Ridge. It confirms, too, our
opinion that the States South of that line’
must form a confederacy of their own to
resist the encroaching wave of Black Re-
publicanism. We hLave long seen the
necessity of Disunion, and we now invoke
onr timid friends who have dreaded a
dissolution of the union of the States, to
join the Bouthern League, en masse, and
buoild anew the barrier which no longer
exists on the banks of the Potomae. Let
us have our cherished Southern Confede-
racy from the James River to the Gulf of
Mexico.— Mobile Southern League.

Tue Tunee Fianmise Fercows or Eu-
Jgore.—The three principal personages
now leading the great Eurepean war, are-
thus described, beginning with the youn-
gost ©

The Emperor of Austria is nearly 29
years of age, and has been Emperor 10
years. lHe is said to be s well informed,
bold, scheming and unscrupulous King.
Ha has ruled Italy with a rod of iron,
and has apparently concilisted the good
will of Hungary. His large sarmy has:
exhansted the resonrces of his Empire,.
and his credit is gone. His name is
Francis Joseph.

The King of Sardinia, Victor Eman+
nel IL, is 89 years of age, was drilled in:
the army, and has been King 10 years.
Ie leads his army in person.

The eldest of the three is Napoleon,.
aged 51 years, and for nearly 11 years
President and Emperor of France: It
was supposad at one time that the name
alone had given him his prestigs, bat all
the events of the last fow years have' de-
veloped talents and abilities that no one
before suspected. His integrity cannot
be estimated very highly——his military
talents may possibly much surpass what
he has heretofore bad credit for. He has
for the Inst five years been the moving
spirit of Evrope. If he confines his am-
bition to the overthrow of Austrian ty-
ranny in Italy, and then permits her own
people to govern themselves, he may be
regarded as the best friend of Italian na-
tionality.

Waur Tuer Lerr ™z Psaty—The
Holly Springs Herald, whils complimen-
ting the Memphis Enquirer on sccession
of Hon. Solon Borland to its editorial
corps, in connection with the Hon. Jere.
Clemens, says: “Botly of these goatlemen
once bel to the Democratic party,
and were elevated to the high positions
they formérly occu iedbylhdm,nd
bo:{l are now hmh}::g their i aad
talents to destroy the party that thas hoa-
ored them.”” To which the editor thas
responded :

Vhen we belonged to the Democratic
party, it was neither cursed with the her-
esy of disanion or disf; by the foul
slime of corraption. wWES & of
principle—true to its pledges,

ing in its attachment to the

motley thing which has stolen the name

ocracy bears no resemblance to
the old and sterling ization—is en-
titled to none of our sllegi

ever well they may suit the editor of the
Herald, who, if we are correctly
::"{V.z' “do;uol'lh“m
igs, is therefors peculiar-
lyl-ﬁ'mdwupwnd Demoerstic princi-

P
The editor of the Bouthern States, who
calls himself a Captain, stesls half his
hs from us and half from other

:

party.



